THE   RETURN   JOURNEY

WHEN one walks, one must travel west or south. IF one
turn northward or eastward it is like walking down a
cul-de-MC) to the blind end,

So it has been since the Crusaders came home satiated,
and the Renaissance saw the western sky as an archway into
the future. So it is still. We must go westwards and south-
wards*

It is a sad and gloomy thing to travel even From Italy
into France. But it is a joyful thing to walk south to Italy,
south and west. It is so. And there is a certain exaltation
in the thought of going west, even to Cornwall, to Ire-
land. It is as if the magnetic poles were south-west and
north-east, for our spirits, with the south-west, under the
sunset, as the positive pole. So whilst I walk through
Switzerland, though it is a valley of gloom and depression,
a light seems to flash out under every footstep, with the
joy of progression.

It was Sunday morning when I left the valley where
the Italians lived. I went quickly over the stream, head-
ing for Lucerne. It was a good thing to be out of doors,
with one's pack on one's back, climbing uphill. But the
trees were thick by the roadside; I was not yet free. It
was Sunday morning, very still.

In two hours I was at the top of the hill, looking out
over the intervening valley at the long lake of Zurich,
spread there beyond with its girdle of low hills, like a relief--
map. I could not bear to look at it, it was so small and
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